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| want you around 


| want you around 

They're Telling us 

They're going to make a fuss 
About the two of us 


‘lm right here, Joey." 


Johnny yawned as he woke up one lazy afternoon. The sunlight filtered through the curtains, it made softer 
certain features. Like Joey, who was asleep and nuzzled beside the man. He couldn't have been singing, not when 


he was in bed with just the two of them. In this moment, they had the room to themselves. 


Joey's hair felt so good against the shoulder, it didn't bother John when several strands tickled at the marks 
of their passion. They were so close to each other, he took the opportunity to caress the pale face, gradually 
moving on to run his fingers through the waves. Joey shuddered slightly as the dark locks were brushed away 


from his neck, but he didn't try to stop the touch. 
Ever the angel. 


‘Ooh, Johnny?" Dee Dee asked him earlier during breakfast, with Neddie fixed at the sight. "Who did you like 
this?" The guitarist flipped them off, returning hoots of laughter from the group. Joey couldn't help but blush. 


There were no women that he could identify in the house. Neddie, without the headscarf, had short hair, a flat 


chest, and the overall structure of a boy. Linda was gone for the week anyway, leaving him alone..with them. 
At least he had Joey. 


One lanky arm wrapped across Johnny's torso, in remembrance of their deed together. Dee Dee and Neddie had 
their suspicions, with the two main Ramones in this very room. Joey rarely dominated, let alone reveal his 
evidence regarding the relationship. Yet, it was to the spies‘ elation, that their commander ended up with fresh 
love bites on the neck and under the tank top. All happening behind enemy lines. 


Occasionally, Joey's eyes would flutter open, as if to take in the blur of the room. He was not wearing his 
glasses, John noted, which made it all the more delectable when the brown finally met the blue. After Dee 
Dee's comment, the man wanted nothing better than to run his hands-which had trailed down the back-under 
the striped shirt and all over the sexy body. But using the bit of his self-control, he watched the wide-eyed 
look and that blush on Joey who admitted, 


"Sorry Johnny, | was really excite—" 


The doubt was lost on Joey after that. His lips locked with Johnny's, the hands under his shirt for real, he 
could not tear away from the contact. And frankly, they wouldn't. 


